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Sissy Training, Book 1

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up one of my stories. You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender, and I am thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book

It is my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of forced feminization, sissy training, and consensual gender role-play depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy power-exchange. All depictions represent adult kink dynamics between adults aged 24+ and are purely fictional. No real-world identity, lifestyle, or person is implied.

Image Disclaimer

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Chapter 1: The Mirror Board

“…and I can cover it by Monday,” I said, still smiling across the green felt at one in the morning. “You know my word is good.”

Vivienne did not smile back. She stacked my last chips into a neat column with one finger and left them there like a verdict.

“Your word is not on the table,” she said. “The money is. And you do not have it.”

The private room had gone quiet enough for the air vents to hum. Cold crawled along the back of my neck. My cock twitched inside the wool of my trousers for no reason that made sense, and heat flooded my face. Thirty-eight years old, a career of winning rooms like this, and my body picked now to misbehave.

“So call it,” I said. “I’ll settle at the office. Wire. Same day.”

She tipped her head. Thirty-six, calm as a shut vault, and already bored of my bargain.

“You will not look poor in front of men who borrow from you,” she said. “That is why you are still talking. Vanity. Not cash.”

My throat went dry. She had named the thing I would have killed to keep private, and said it like a line item.

“Fine,” I said. “Name a number I can work with.”

“No.” She stood. The chair legs scraped. “Come to my townhouse. You will settle there, or I walk into your Monday meeting and tell them you left a debt on green felt.”

I laughed once. It sounded thin.

“You would not.”

She picked up her clutch. “Try me.”

I followed her out because the alternative was public, and public was worse. That was the story I sold myself in the elevator. My cock stayed half hard the whole ride, traitor behind the zipper, and every bump of the car sharpened the self-hatred.

Her townhouse study smelled like paper and cold stone. She locked the door. The click was soft and final as a lid. She set a folder on the desk and opened it so I could see the top page.

“Thirty days,” she said. “Feminization. Training. Obedience. You initial one card each day on the board. You do not skip. You do not bargain items down. Safeword ends the whole term. Anything else is compliance.”

I read the first lines and my mouth went wet. Lace. Inspection. Chastity later. Public drills. A retreat at the end called Kestrel Cay. My name already typed at the bottom in clean black.

“This is not a settlement,” I said.

“It is the only one I will take that keeps your face clean at work.” She tapped the signature line. “You lose money, or you lose the story of the man who always covers his bets. Choose.”

My hand shook when I took the pen. I signed anyway. The ink sat too dark on the page. Too permanent. Under the fear, something I had never let myself name at that table leaned toward the page as much as away from it.

Vivienne hung a black board on the wall while the ink dried. Thirty numbered cards clipped in rows. She took Card 1 down and laid it on the blotter between us.

White lace panties. Worn under the suit. A mantra before every meal.

“Read it,” she said.

I did. My voice cracked on the second line.

She set a small camera on the desk. “Strip from the waist down.”

“Here?”

“You will do exactly as I say.”

The words landed flat and heavy. My cock jumped in my briefs like it had been waiting for an order. Shame burned in my ribs. I wanted to walk out. My hands opened my belt instead.

Trousers down. Briefs down. Cool air hit my bare ass and the head of my cock, shiny already. She held out a pair of white lace panties on two fingers. Thin. Frilled at the edges. Built for a body that was not supposed to be mine.

“Step in.”

I did. The lace scraped up my thighs and cupped my cock and balls in a tight, soft pocket. The waistband sat high. The fabric whispered when I moved. Through the pattern the shape of me showed, pink and trapped, and my stomach dropped.

She took the photo. The flash popped. White light. The shutter clicked loud in the quiet room.

“That lives with the contract,” she said. “Your name. Your lace. One folder.”

I swallowed. “What is the mantra.”

She handed me a card. “Say it.”

“These panties are not mine to refuse. I wear them for her. I thank her before I eat.”

“Again. Louder.”

I said it again. My cock leaked into the lace while I spoke. A wet spot spread. I smelled myself, sharp and wrong.

She opened a drawer and took out a bottle of lube, a slim black plug, and a thicker curved dildo with a flared base. She set them in a line on the desk. A wand vibrator came out last and went down beside them.

“Hands on the desk. Ass out. Do not stand until I say.”

I braced. The wood chilled my palms. She tugged the lace to the side of one cheek and left me bare. A slick finger pressed there. Cold gel. Then heat. She pushed in to the knuckle and I hissed through my teeth.

“Tight,” she said. “Good. Say what you are.”

“I…” My voice failed. She crooked the finger and rubbed. My cock jerked in the lace and leaked again. “I’m a slut who signed for panties.”

“Cruder.”

“I’m a hole,” I gasped. “A fucking hole in lace. Please.”

She added a second finger. The stretch burned. Lube and skin made a soft filthy noise that filled the study. My knees wanted to buckle. She fucked those two fingers in and out until my asshole opened on its own and sucked wetly each time she drew back.

“Plug.”

The slim black plug nosed in. Wider than her fingers. She twisted it and seated it with a push that punched a sound out of my chest. The base met my rim. Full. Held.

She switched on the wand and pressed it to the lace over the head of my cock. The buzz tore through me. My hips kicked. Too fast. Too much. I came with a broken shout, spurting into the white lace in thick pulses, the plug seated deep in my ass, her hand grinding the wand against me.

“That’s one,” she said. “Count.”

“One,” I choked. Cum soaked the front of the panties. Warm. Spreading. The smell hit me and my face went hot.

She did not take the wand away. She pressed harder. Everything under the lace went raw. I tried to pull my hips back and she followed with the head of the wand, relentless.

“Beg for the next one like the whore who signed that page.”

“Please,” I said. “Please make me cum again. Use my hole. Fuck, please, I’m your toy, I’m your bitch in lace, please.”

She pulled the plug free with a wet pop. Cool air touched the open ring of me. Then the thicker dildo lined up and she drove it in one long shove. The burn ripped up my spine. I cried out. She fucked me with it hard, short strokes that slapped her knuckles against my cheeks, and the wand never left my cock.

I came a second time with the dildo buried to the flare, shooting weaker, messier, my thighs shaking, lace glued to my skin with cum. Drool ran off my lip onto the blotter.

“Two,” she said.

“Two,” I echoed, wrecked.

She kept pounding my ass. The squelch of lube got louder. The girth of the toy stretched me on every thrust. She reached under, cupped my spent cock through the sticky lace, and squeezed while the wand buzzed against the shaft.

“Say it. What are you.”

“A used hole,” I sobbed. “A good little toy. A slut who cums in his panties. Please, Vivienne, I can’t, I need…”

“You can. Three.”

She angled the dildo into a spot that narrowed my vision to a tunnel. The wand jumped to a higher setting. My body seized. I came dry at first, then a thin spurt, then nothing but spasms, asshole clamping around the toy, a raw sound tearing out of me. Too much. Cannot stop. More. Brain gone.

“Three,” she said.

I could not speak. She waited until I dragged the word out.

“Three.”

She pulled the dildo free. I gaped open a second, slick, before the ring fluttered shut. She wiped the toy on my inner thigh and left a shiny streak. Then she worked three fingers in at once, slow, and when I took them she tucked her thumb and pressed.

“Fist,” she said. “Breathe.”

The stretch went past anything I had in me. Burn. Ache. Full in a way that stole my air. Her hand sank to the wrist and held. I shook on the desk, lace ruined, cock twitching with nothing left, and she turned her fist inside me in a slow grind while the wand pressed the underside of my balls through the wet fabric.

“One more. Ask for it filthy.”

“Please fist my asshole and make me cum like a broken whore,” I said, voice shredded. “Please ruin me. Please, I’ll thank you, I’ll wear the lace, I’ll say the mantra, just make me cum again, please.”

She fucked me on her fist in short pulses. The sound was thick now, ugly, perfect. The wand pinned my cock flat to my belly. I broke on the fourth orgasm with almost nothing coming out, body jerking, ring locked around her wrist, tears on my face, drool on the wood. Short crude scraps in my head. Losing it. Hers.

“Four,” she said.

“Four,” I whispered.

She eased her hand out. The empty ache dragged a moan out of me. She pushed the slim plug back in and seated it so I would walk with it. Then she peeled the lace down enough to show the mess, photographed that too, and tugged the panties back up over my sticky cock.

“Clean enough to dress,” she said. “You leave the plug in until you get home. Panties stay on under the suit. You do not take them off to sleep.”

I pulled my trousers up over the lace. The plug shifted when I straightened. My shirt stuck to my back with sweat. The room held the smell of sex and lube.

She clipped Card 1 back on the Mirror Board, my initials in the corner. Twenty-nine cards waited beside it in clean rows.

“Before every meal,” she said, “you stand and recite. If you skip, Card 2 doubles.”

I nodded. My mouth tasted like salt.

She slid a small white card across the desk. A phone number. Nothing else.

“Safeword ends it. Call that, and the term dies. The photos stay in the folder either way. Do you understand what you traded.”

“Money for obedience,” I said. “No partial refusals.”

“Correct. From this hour you comply with everything or you walk with nothing. There is no third path.”

I buttoned my jacket. The lace rasped inside the wool. The plug sat deep and wrong and I was already half hard again around it, which made me want to put a fist through the wall.

She opened the study door. Hall light cut across the carpet.

“Tomorrow at seven,” she said. “You bring the suit you wore tonight, hang it in my dressing room, and you kneel for Card 2 with the plug still in. Do not be late, Julian. The board does not wait.”


Chapter 2: The Sunday Inch Ledger

The transfer confirmation still glowed on my phone when I opened the fridge.

Her grocery list sat taped to the inside of the door in sharp black ink. Milk. Eggs. Greek yogurt. Below it, one rule in the same hand: nothing in this fridge opens until the mantra is said out loud in an empty apartment.

I stood there with the door open and cold air on my wrists. The wire had gone through an hour ago. Full amount. Debt cleared. Done. My thumb smelled like the phone screen, metallic and warm.

I shut the fridge without taking anything.

My mouth shaped the words anyway, because the rule did not care about bank receipts.

“These panties are not mine to refuse. I wear them for her. I thank her before I eat.”

The apartment stayed quiet after. No applause. No reply text. Just the fridge seal clicking and the lace under my jeans rubbing when I shifted my weight. Three days of that soft scrape had already trained my hips to find it first.

I poured coffee I could not drink yet. Said the mantra again over the mug. Swallowed. The taste of grounds sat bitter on my tongue. My dick thickened into the pouch of the white lace. I put both hands flat on the counter and left them there.

Bargaining had always worked at the fund. Numbers moved. People moved. I had moved a fortune into her account before noon on a Sunday and still could not open the yogurt without speaking like a pet.

The knock came at eleven.

I opened the door in a T-shirt and jeans, no socks. Vivienne walked past me with a tape measure looped around her neck and a black case in one hand. She set the case on my kitchen table like she owned the wood.

“Show me the phone,” she said.

I unlocked it. The confirmation sat bright and smug.

She glanced once. “Cute. Put it away.”

“It’s paid. All of it. We can tear the contract.”

“No.” She pulled a notebook from the case. The cover read Sunday Inch Ledger in her print. “Sit. Pants off. Underwear stays.”

My jaw worked. “Vivienne. The money…”

“Is back in your account by tomorrow if I feel like it. Or it stays where it is. Either way, you still owe me twenty-six days.” She tapped the notebook. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

The line landed flat. No theater. My stomach dropped anyway.

I stripped the jeans. The white lace looked loud in my own kitchen in noon light. My cock tented the front, already damp at the tip from the argument alone. Shame climbed my neck. I wanted to cover it. I kept my hands at my sides because she had not said I could touch.

She measured my waist. Called the number. Made me repeat it.

“Thirty-four.”

Hips. “Thirty-seven.”

Thigh. “Twenty-two.”

Then she hooked two fingers in the waistband of the lace, pulled it out from my belly, and measured the gap.

“One inch. Say it.”

“One inch.”

“Louder. At your table. Like a man who can still count.”

“One inch under the waistband.”

She wrote it down. The pen scratched. My dick jumped when the elastic snapped back against skin. I hated that. I wanted that. Both facts sat in my mouth with the leftover coffee taste.

“Mantra,” she said. “Then you may drink water.”

I said it. She watched my throat move. Only then did she nod at the glass.

Water. Clean. Cold. It did nothing for the ache in my dick.

She opened the top drawer of my dresser without asking. Boxers. Black. Grey. Navy. She stacked them on the bed, then brought a shipping scale from the case and set the pile on it.

“Four pounds, two ounces,” she said. “Box them.”

I boxed my own underwear while she stood behind me. The cardboard flaps folded under my fingers. Tape tore. My name did not go on the label. Hers did.

“You don’t get these back for the term,” she said. “You wear what I put on you, or you wear nothing under the suit. Your hands do not get a vote.”

“I can buy different terms.”

“You already tried.” She set the sealed box by the door. “The money was never the point. You signed because you could not stand walking out a loser. That is still true. Say it.”

My tongue stuck. “I signed because I could not stand walking out a loser.”

“Good. Now kneel by the table.”

I knelt. Kitchen tile bit my knees. She opened the black case the rest of the way.

Inside: a steel chastity cage, a small padlock, a bottle of lube that smelled like cheap vanilla, a slim silicone plug, a wand vibrator, and a harness with a thick flesh-tone cock already seated in it. The smell hit first. Vanilla cut with rubber. Then her perfume when she bent close, sharp and dry.

My mouth watered. I wanted to spit.

She tugged the lace aside. My cock jutted free, flushed dark, leaking a clear string onto the tile. She wrapped cool fingers around it once, milking a bead onto her thumb, and held that thumb to my lips.

“Taste.”

I licked. Salt. Skin. My own need, fed back to me.

“You do not touch this again,” she said. “You report when it hardens. You wait. If I find your fist on it, I add a day and I invite someone to watch the next fitting. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Vivienne.”

She lubed the plug. The vanilla smell thickened. “Ass up. Forehead on the floor.”

I went down. The position split me open in my own kitchen with the fridge humming three feet away. She pressed the tip to my asshole and pushed. The stretch burned. I grunted into the tile. She worked it in with short thrusts until the base seated flush and my rim clenched around it like a stupid mouth.

“Breathe,” she said. “You take what I put in you.”

She rolled the cage’s ring behind my balls, fitted the tube over my shaft, and locked the padlock with a click that sounded huge in the quiet. Cold steel. My cock tried to swell and hit metal. The ache started at once.

“Key stays with me,” she said. “Hands stay useful for work and for holding still. Not for this.”

She stood, stepped into the harness, and buckled it. The strap-on hung heavy and blunt in front of my face when she walked back. She smeared lube down the shaft with two fingers, then wiped those fingers on my tongue.

Vanilla and plastic. I gagged once and kept it.

“Ask for it,” she said.

“Please fuck me.”

“Filthier. You want out of a debt that is not a debt. Earn the hole you are becoming.”

My face burned. “Please shove that dick in my ass. Please use me. I am a hole. I am your hole. Fuck me until I beg right.”

She smiled with her mouth only. “Better.”

She pulled the plug free. My asshole fluttered, empty and slick. Then the thicker head of the harness cock pressed in. She pushed steady. My body fought. She kept going until the burn tipped into a deep, full ache and her hips met my cheeks.

“Take it,” she said. “Slut. Open.”

She fucked me on the kitchen floor. Short at first, then longer strokes that dragged the spot that made my locked cock jump against steel. The wet sound filled the room. Slick. Slap. My spit stringing to the tile when I moaned.

“Say what you are.”

“A whore. Your whore. A locked little bitch taking dick on his own floor.”

“Again.”

I said it again. The words scraped. My dick throbbed against steel until the throb turned mean. Pre-cum dripped through the cage slits onto the tile in thin clear lines. I smelled myself under the vanilla. Sharp. Needy.

She reached under, pressed the wand to the cage, and switched it on.

The buzz hit metal and bone. My vision narrowed. I shoved back onto the strap. She fucked harder. The wand stayed pinned. My asshole clenched around the shaft in helpless pulls.

“You do not come,” she said. “You beg first. Properly. Then I decide.”

I begged.

I begged with my cheek on the floor and drool sliding off my lip. I begged to come. I begged to stay locked. I begged her to rail me deeper, to ruin the last clean hour of my Sunday, to schedule the rest of my private time so I could stop pretending I still owned it. The sentences broke. Short. Ugly.

“Please. Need it. Can’t. Fuck. Please let me. Your hole. Your toy. Please.”

She pulled the wand off. Edge slammed into denial so hard my thighs shook. She kept pounding. The stretch stayed. The ache stayed. My cage clicked against the tile when my hips jerked with nothing to spend.

“More,” she said. “Name the rule.”

“I don’t touch myself. I report. I wear her choice. I thank her before I eat.”

“And.”

“And there are no boxers left. Nothing men’s under my clothes. Only what she gives.”

“Good slut.” She drove in deep and held. “Now ask for one mercy. One. Make me believe you need it more than the wire.”

I turned my face enough to see her knee. “Let me come once. In the cage or out. I don’t care. I’ll say it every meal. I’ll measure every Sunday. I’ll give you the hours. Just let me spill. Please. I’ll be your locked slut for the rest of the term. Twenty-six days. All of them.”

She considered me like a number on a sheet.

Then she switched the wand back on, low, and fucked me through it.

“Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm hit locked and wrong and perfect. My cock pulsed inside steel with nowhere to go. Cum forced out the slits in thick white spurts that striped the tile and my own thigh. My asshole clamped the strap in hard flutters I could not stop. I made a sound I did not recognize. Short. Raw. Gone.

She rode the clenches until I twitched empty, then pulled out. My hole gaped a second, slick and used, before it tried to close. She pushed the plug back in to keep me full. The vanilla smell rose again off my skin.

I lay there panting. Cum cooling on tile. Cage sticky. Lace shoved aside and filthy at the crotch.

She cleaned the wand with a wipe. Unbuckled the harness. Packed the case except for the ledger and a printed sheet she laid on the table above my head.

“Weekly hours,” she said. “Kitchen mantra before every meal. Sunday measurements at eleven. Dressing check before you leave for the office. Phone report if you harden at work. You do not get an evening I have not already claimed. Initial today’s card when you come to the townhouse tonight.”

I pushed up on my elbows. “Tonight.”

“Tonight. Bring the empty dresser photo. I want proof the men’s drawer is bare.”

I nodded. Bargaining had nowhere left to stand. The box by the door weighed four pounds and change. The cage weighed more.

She washed her hands at my sink, dried them on my towel, and walked to the door with the case.

The doorbell rang before she touched the knob.

She opened it.

A woman stood in the hall with a garment bag over one arm and a tablet in the other. Dark hair. Calm mouth. She looked past Vivienne at me on the floor, lace ruined, steel locked, plug base visible when I shifted, and did not blink.

“Bijou,” Vivienne said. “Come in. He’s ready for the schedule walkthrough.”

Bijou stepped over my threshold like she had done it before. Thirty-one, if I had to put a number on the cool way she assessed the mess on my tile. She hung the garment bag on my coat hook and unlocked her tablet.

“First item,” she said, eyes on the screen, voice even. “This week. Your office. She wants the hose on under the suit by eight.”


Chapter 3: Sheer Under Pinstripes

Eleven faces tracked the yield curve on the wall screen while I kept my knees locked and my feet planted. The sheer hose dragged under the pinstripe wool every time I shifted my weight. Steel bit the soft meat between my legs and refused to let me cross them.

My phone buzzed against my ribs.

I slid it half out under the table. Vivienne. One line. Sixty seconds on the clock.

Breath count. Now.

I typed 18 while my mouth kept selling the slide. The analyst across from me nodded like I had said something brilliant. The hose seam rode the crease of my ass when I reached for the clicker. My caged cock twitched and got nowhere.

“Next chart,” I said.

The room bought it. Eleven grown people eating numbers off my tongue while nylon scratched the insides of my thighs and a locked tube owned my dick. Card 7 had put me here. Day 7 of thirty. Twenty-three left on the Mirror Board. I had initialed that card on her kitchen counter before coffee, sheer hose already on, cage already shut, and then I had walked into my own building like the suit still belonged to me.

Another buzz.

Ankle. Flex.

I flexed. The hose whispered. Sweat stuck the nylon to my calf. I answered in forty seconds flat because the rule did not care about yield curves.

“Questions,” I said.

Hands went up. I took them. I hit every number clean. My voice stayed level while my hole clenched around the plug she had seated that morning, a thick flare that sat heavy and made standing feel like work. Texture first. Then weight. The cage. The hose. The plug. My body was a stack of her choices under a costume that still fooled a conference room.

The managing partner clapped once. The table followed. The ovation landed on my face like heat while the hose seam chewed me raw and my cock tried to swell inside steel with no give.

My phone lit.

I stepped into the hall with the praise stuck to me and answered on the first ring.

“Count,” Vivienne said.

I pressed my back to the glass outside the conference room. People passed with coffee. I breathed into the phone. She counted each one out loud from a car at the curb, calm as a metronome.

“Sixteen. Seventeen. You won the room with a locked dick and women’s hose under your trousers. Say it.”

My throat closed. A junior from my team walked by and gave me a thumbs up. I turned to the window.

“I won the room with a locked dick and women’s hose under my trousers.”

“Good little office whore. Lobby. Two minutes. Do not adjust yourself in the elevator.”

I rode down with three analysts talking about lunch. The plug shifted when the car lurched. Nylon rubbed. The cage tugged. I kept my hands at my sides and stared at the floor numbers like they could save me.

Her black car waited at the curb. She opened the rear door herself. I got in. The door shut on the street noise and left me with the smell of her perfume and leather.

Vivienne looked me over the way she looked at the Sunday ledger. Exact. Patient. Her hand landed on my knee and slid up until her palm found the hose through the wool.

“Show me the ankle.”

I hiked the pant leg. Sheer nylon caught the daylight. A pale shine no man in that building was supposed to wear. Her thumb rubbed the bone. My cock jerked in its cage and made a dull sound against the metal.

“You were perfect up there,” she said. “And you hated how hard that made this.” She tapped the cage through my trousers. “Townhouse. You have forty minutes before your afternoon calls. We are going to use them.”

I almost told her I had a team waiting. The words died when she pinched the hose at my ankle hard enough to sting.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The drive passed in silence except for her hand on the locked bulge, weighing it, pressing until I hissed. She did not stroke. She owned the shape.

Her townhouse door closed behind us. She pointed at the basement stair.

“Strip to the hose and the cage. Leave the suit on the rail. Then get on the bench.”

The edging bench waited under the low lights, padded leather with ankle cuffs and a strap for the hips. I peeled the pinstripe off. Shirt. Tie. Socks. The hose stayed, shiny and thin from waist to toe, and the cage sat ugly and honest over the nylon pouch she had cut for it. My plug shifted when I walked. I climbed onto the bench on my belly. Cold leather stung my chest. She buckled my ankles wide. The hip strap cinched until my ass stayed up and open.

Vivienne snapped on gloves. She set a wand on the side tray, a bottle of slick, a string of anal beads thicker than the plug already in me, and a short fat dildo with a flared base. Then she worked the plug out. The stretch burned leaving. My hole fluttered on empty air and I made a sound I never wanted my office to hear.

“Look at that hungry little asshole,” she said. “Begging already. Tell me what you are.”

“A locked slut in hose.” My face burned into the leather. “Your locked slut.”

“Louder.”

“Your locked slut.”

She dripped slick down my crack. One finger pushed in. Then two. She scissored me open while the wand hummed to life in her other hand and pressed flat to the cage. Vibration punched through steel into my trapped cock. My hips tried to fuck the bench. The strap held me.

“Stay,” she said. “You come when I ruin you. Not before.”

Two fingers became three. The stretch turned sharp. She hooked them and rubbed while the wand buzzed my caged dick into a helpless throb. Precome leaked through the slots and wet the nylon. The smell hit me. Sharp. Dirty.

“Say what you need.”

“I need you to fuck my ass.” The words scraped out. “I need to be used.”

“Ask like a whore.”

“Please fuck my whore ass. Stuff it. Ruin me.”

That was one. I would not spend another.

She pulled her fingers free and fed the beads in one fat knot at a time. Each pop stretched me wider. I took them with wet sounds that filled the room. When the last knot seated, she left the ring hanging and put the wand back on the cage at a higher setting.

My thighs shook. The hose turned damp where my sweat soaked it. Weight of the beads. Texture of nylon. The cage rattling against the wand head. I was going to break and I still had calls at three.

“Edge,” she said.

She held me there. The buzz climbed into my gut. My cock shoved at steel and lost. When my breath went ragged she killed the wand. The need stayed, ugly and thick.

She did it again. Build. Cut. Build. Cut. My forehead smeared sweat on the leather. Drool wet the pad under my mouth.

“Open,” she said.

I opened my mouth. She slid the short dildo onto a strap harness, stepped in front of the bench, and fed the silicone past my teeth. It hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin onto the hose at my chest. She fucked my mouth in short strokes while her other hand tugged the bead ring, dragging one knot out and shoving it back in.

“Choke on it, bitch. This is what your lunch break is for.”

I choked. Eyes watered. The dildo stuffed my throat while my ass stayed packed and my locked cock leaked like a broken tap. She pulled out of my mouth and left a string of spit swinging from my lip.

“Name yourself.”

“Office whore,” I gasped. “Hose slut. Locked toy.”

“And who owns the toy?”

“Vivienne.”

She smiled with nothing behind it and pressed the wand to the cage again. At the same time she began dragging the beads out. One. Pop. Two. Pop. Each exit made my hole clutch and fail. When the last knot left I gaped. Cool air kissed the open ring of me.

She poured more slick and pushed four fingers in. The burn climbed to a bright line. My body tried to crawl forward. The cuffs stopped me. She twisted her hand, folded her thumb into her palm, and pressed.

“Take the fist, slut.”

I bore down because she told me to. The thick of her hand forced my rim. The stretch went past thought. My hole swallowed her knuckles, wet and loud, and then she was inside me, glove and bone packing me full. She stayed there while I shook and drooled and could not find air.

“Good little hole,” she said. “Listen to that. Squelching like a cheap toy. Tell me how it feels.”

“Too much. Full. I can’t…” My voice cracked. “Don’t stop.”

She fucked me on her fist in short grinding pushes. The wand came back to the cage. Vibration and stretch stacked. The cage took every jerk and gave nothing back. The first crest slammed up my spine.

“I’m…”

She yanked the wand off and froze her fist deep. Orgasm tore through anyway, ruined and mean. Cum spurted in weak pulses through the cage slots, dripping onto the nylon pouch and the leather below, wasted. No stroke. No finish she would let me have clean. Just spasm and mess while she kept me open.

I made a broken sound into the pad.

“Thank me for ruining that.”

“Thank you for ruining it.” My voice was wrecked. “Thank you.”

She worked her fist in a slow circle that made fresh slick run down my balls and wet the hose. Then she started again. Wand on. Fist grinding. My spent cock tried to rise inside the cage and only hurt. She built me a second time anyway, unhurried, until my legs kicked and my hole clamped her wrist.

“Beg to waste another.”

“Ruin me again. Make me drip. Use my asshole until I leak.”

She pulled the wand at the exact second my body tipped. Cum dribbled out in thin streaks, pathetic, while she watched the mess string from the cage onto the bench. My hole spasmed around her fist. I could not close. The gape stayed.

“Pathetic,” she said, almost fond. “A fund lead who comes like a leaking bitch on a lunch timer.”

She eased her hand out. The empty stretch made me moan. She wiped her glove on my thigh, then pushed the short dildo into my open ass in one shove. The base seated flush. My rim clung to it.

“Keep that in for the rest of the day. Under the hose. Under the suit. If it slips, you call me from a stall and ask to be restuffed.”

She unbuckled the cuffs. My legs shook when I stood. Cum cooled on the nylon. Spit shone on my chin. The dildo sat heavy inside me. She handed me a wipe for my face and nothing for the rest.

“Dress.”

I pulled the pinstripe back over the wreck she had made. Shirt. Tie. The hose showed a faint sheen if the pant leg rode up. The cage made a line a careful eye might catch. The toy in my ass forced me to walk with my hips held tight.

Vivienne checked her watch.

“Twenty-three days left. Card 7 is initialed. From today, every workday runs on my clock. Texts in sixty seconds. Hose when I say. Cage locked through your meetings. You will win rooms with my weight on your dick and my toy in your ass, and you will answer me while you do it.”

I nodded. My mouth tasted like silicone and spit.

She stepped close and straightened my tie like a wife sending a husband back to the office. Her voice stayed soft.

“You can lose the desk and the team’s respect with one visible slip. Remember that when you want to be brave.”

The car returned me to the curb. The lobby smelled like floor wax and coffee. I rode the elevator with my afternoon notes on my phone and a dildo stretching my hole under sheer hose, cage locked, thighs sticky with my own ruined cum.

At my desk the team was already dialing into the next call. I unmuted. I spoke. Numbers came out clean. Under the table my knees pressed together around nylon and steel and the thick base lodged in my ass, and the office stopped being a place I got to be only myself.

I typed her a status when she pinged me fifty-eight seconds later. Then I muted again and stared at the calendar block for tomorrow morning’s stand-up.

I would wear what she chose under the suit again. The lie had stopped being a thrill somewhere between the ovation and her fist. It was load-bearing now. Competence stacked on a body that answered to her first. Twenty-three days left on the board, and the building I ran no longer belonged to the man who walked in with the deck.


Chapter 4: Kindness Before the Padlock

Steam fogged the tile. Vivienne stood in the doorway with her coat still on and said four words that did not come with a card number.

“You did well today.”

My hand jerked off my dick so hard water slapped the tub wall. Caught. Mid-stroke. Half hard. The sheer hose from the investor deck still peeled to my knees like a confession I had not planned to give her. The cage lay open on the vanity where she had unlocked it that morning, and the hour of bare skin she had allowed me had turned into this.

She did not raise her voice. She set her bag on the vanity and walked in as if she owned the air I was breathing.

“Day nine,” she said. “Twenty-one left. And here you are, in my bath, beating off like a whore who thinks the room is empty.”

Heat climbed my neck under the steam. My cock twitched anyway, traitor-thick against my palm where I had stopped. I wanted to stand and put the suit back on and walk out of her townhouse with the contract still hanging over me. My body stayed in the water.

“I came to strip the hose,” I said. “That was all.”

“And then your hand found better work.” She crouched by the tub. Warm fingers tipped my chin up. “Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

The words landed in my gut and stayed there. Eight days of cards and rules and I had braced for cold. This came softer and cut deeper. My throat worked. Nothing useful came out.

She turned the tap. Fresh hot water poured in until my skin prickled. She shrugged out of the coat, rolled her sleeves, and put both hands in my hair.

“Lean back.”

I did. Soap slid over my scalp. Her nails scraped light circles that pulled a sound from me I hated. Gratitude sat wrong in my chest, thick and hungry. She had counted my breathing from a car outside the building two days earlier while the room clapped. Now she washed me like I had earned a kindness I could not spend.

“You ran that deck clean,” she said. “You answered every text inside the minute. You kept your knees soft in those hose while men twice your title asked for slides. That is why you get this bath. Not because you are sweet. Because you obeyed.”

My dick jumped under the water. Shame burned beneath the praise. I shut my eyes and let her rinse the soap down my neck.

She pulled the hose the rest of the way off and tossed them toward the hamper. Bare legs. Bare cock. The Mirror Board sat downstairs, Card 9 blank for my initial. I had signed thirty days to clear a wager debt I still told myself was the only reason I kept showing up. In the warm water that story thinned.

Her hand slid down my chest and closed around me. One slow stroke. Then she stopped.

“Not yet.”

“Please.” It came out of me before I decided to say it, thin and hot and stupid.

“That is one,” she said. “You get two tonight. Spend the next one better.”

She dried her hands and reached past me to the vanity, and when she turned back she was holding the velvet tray: the steel ring, the curved tube, the small brass padlock lined up like instruments. She set it on the tub rim where I had to look at it.

“Out. Stand on the mat.”

I stood. Water ran off me. My cock hung heavy and dark and would not go down, and she looked at it the way a tailor looks at a seam that has failed.

“You cannot be locked like that.” She wrung a cloth under the cold tap and laid it over me. The chill hit and my breath hissed. “Hold it there. Think about the room this afternoon. Think about how many of them would pay to watch you stand in a woman’s bathroom holding a cold rag on your dick because you cannot be trusted with an hour.”

It took three of those before I softened enough. She oiled her fingers and worked the ring in behind my balls. Cold metal. Exact fit.

“Breathe.”

She fed my spent dick into the tube. Snug. Short. The padlock clicked into the hasp, a small final sound that hit me harder than being caught had.

I stared down at myself. Shut away. Mine only when she allowed it. The key hung on a thin silver chain.

She fastened the chain around her left wrist and turned her hand so the key lay against her pulse.

“Say what I just did.”

“You put me back in chastity.” My voice came thin. “You took the key.”

“And.”

Warmth clung to my skin from the bath. Her hands had washed me like I was worth the water. Praise still sat in my chest like food I had been starving for without naming it. The next line left my mouth before the fear could catch it.

“Thank you for sealing me.”

Her mouth curved. Not soft. Satisfied.

“There it is.” She tapped the steel once with a nail. “Release is no longer something you take in a bathtub when you think I am downstairs. Release requires me in the room. The key leaves with me. There is no unsupervised version of you from tonight forward.”

Then she took my wrist and led me out of the steam.

The adjoining room was cooler and brighter than I wanted. Low platform bed. Wall rack hung with cuffs and a short crop. On the dresser, a cloth tape measure coiled like a snake, a steel ruler, and a clipboard with a printed sheet on it, dated, my name at the top in her handwriting.

“Under the light. Hands behind your head. Feet apart.”

I obeyed. The overhead put me in hard white and left nothing shadowed. She circled me once with the tape in her hands and no hurry in her at all.

“Waist.” The tape went around me and pulled snug. She read it out and wrote it down. “Hips.” Snug again, lower, her knuckles brushing the top of my ass. “Thigh. Lift your foot onto the rail.”

I lifted. The tape bit into my thigh. She read the number aloud in the same flat tone she used for meeting times.

“You are getting narrower here and softer here,” she said, tapping the sheet. “In two weeks the size you wore to that deck will not close on you. That is not an accident. That is a schedule.”

“Yes.”

“Arms down. Do not cover it.”

She crouched. The ruler came up cold against the underside of the cage and she held it there, sighting along the steel like a woman checking a shelf for level.

“Look down. What am I measuring.”

Heat crawled up my face. “The cage.”

“I am measuring what fits inside it, and there is a great deal of room to spare.” She turned the ruler flat and pressed it along the tube. “Four inches of hollow shell and you rattle around in it. Say the word we use for that.”

The word sat in my mouth like a stone. She waited. She had all night.

“My clitty.”

“Again, with your eyes on it.”

“My clitty.” My throat closed on it. Under the steel the thing in question surged and had nowhere to surge to, and the ring dragged back against my balls, and I made a noise.

“There,” she said, and wrote something on the sheet. “It hears its name.”

She hooked one finger under the ring and pulled, testing the gap, checking for pinch. Two fingers slid flat between metal and skin. Clinical. Unhurried. That was the part that undid me, that she touched me the way you touch a part you are inspecting for wear, while my whole body strained toward her hand like it might turn into something else.

“Turn around. Feet wider. Bend at the hips and hold your ankles.”

I turned. Bent. The light found everything. Cool air on wet skin, my caged cock hanging useless between my thighs, her looking without a single thing in her voice.

“Spread yourself.”

I reached back and did it. My face burned into my own knees.

“Nothing goes in you tonight,” she said. “Not my hand, not anything from that rack. You have been earning your way toward a hole full of something you can brag to yourself about, and you have decided that is what obedience buys. It buys nothing. Tonight you get looked at.”

“Yes.”

“Say it back.”

“Nothing goes in me.” My voice shook. “I get looked at.”

She was quiet long enough that I heard the pen move on the clipboard. Then: “Stand up. On the bed. On your back, arms up.”

She cuffed my wrists to the headboard rings and left my legs free, which was somehow worse, nothing to brace against, nowhere to put the strain. She sat on the edge of the mattress with the wand in her hand and its cord trailing to the wall.

“Nine days ago you told me you did this for a debt,” she said. “Let us find out.”

She laid the head of the wand against the cage.

The steel carried it straight through. There was no soft edge to it, no skin to take the shock, the vibration went into the shell and the shell went into me and my hips came up off the bed like something had hit me. I swelled into the tube and the tube did not give. The ring dragged. The bars bit. Pleasure came in through a channel too narrow for it and turned mean on the way.

“Hold still.”

I could not hold still. She kept the head there anyway, tilting it so the buzz crawled down to where the ring pressed my balls flat against my body. My cock strained against the steel with nowhere to go and every second of it built a pressure I had no way to spend. Sweat ran into my hair. The cuffs creaked.

“Vivienne…”

“Not a word I gave you.”

She cupped my balls in her free hand and rolled them, gentle, patient, while the wand hummed against the lock. My thighs started to shake. The pressure gathered behind the ring, low and heavy and rising, and my whole stupid body reached for an orgasm that had no route out of the cage.

“There it is,” she said, watching my stomach. “You are close and you are locked and those are not compatible. Tell me what you want.”

“Let me out.” It tore out of me. “Please. Please, let me out of it, I will do anything, let me…”

“That is two.” Her thumb stroked once over the ring, almost fond. “And the answer is no.”

She did not take the wand away. She pushed it harder against the steel and held it there through the noise I made, through the buckling, through the point where want turned into something closer to panic. The pressure crested with nothing to crest into. I felt it go, not a shot, not a pulse, just a long dumb slide of thick clear spend welling up out of me through the bars and running down over the lock and onto my own thigh, while my hips jerked at air.

Then she lifted the wand and switched it off and the room was only my breathing.

“That is not an orgasm,” she said. “That is a leak. That is what release looks like when you take it without permission, and it is all you will get from stolen hours from now on.”

I lay there wrecked and unfinished, dick still full and aching inside its shell, wetness cooling on my leg. My eyes stung. Nothing had been inside me and I had never been more thoroughly used.

She wiped the cage clean with a warm cloth, slow passes that made me twitch and gave me nothing. Then she picked up the clipboard, wrote a last line, and put her initials at the bottom with the date beside them.

“Day nine, inspected and denied,” she read out. “Signed.”

She unclipped the cuffs and rubbed my wrists once, almost careful, and that small care did more damage than the wand had.

“Stay.”

She helped me sit. My thighs were still shaking. My cock sat useless in its short tube. She handed me a pair of plain cotton panties from the drawer and watched me step into them, then tug them up over the metal until the waistband sat neat.

“Card nine is on the Mirror Board,” she said. “You will initial it before you sleep. Tomorrow you wear this under your suit to the desk. If I text, you answer in sixty seconds. If the remote in your bag buzzes, you find a door and kneel until it stops. Bijou drops the Day Ten packet at noon. Do not open it early.”

Bijou. Her assistant. Thirty-one, clipped voice, the woman who had set out Card 7 on the kitchen counter with no expression at all. New packet. New stake. The week ahead already had a shape and I was inside it.

Vivienne dressed. Coat. Bag. She paused at the bedroom door with the key bright on her wrist for anyone on the street to clock.

“Sleep here. Guest room is stripped. You use the dressing room cot. Lights out at eleven.”

I nodded. Words would have ruined it.

She left.

I stood in the doorway of the dressing room and listened to her heels on the stairs, then the front latch, then the quiet. The brass key was gone from the house. On the low table by the cot, Card 9 waited with a black pen beside it, the Mirror Board’s empty squares marching on toward Day 30 and the island vote I still pretended I would face as a man who wanted out.

I initialed the card. Set the pen down.

On the dresser across from the cot, the empty velvet tray held the shape of where the padlock had rested before it closed on me. A faint polish mark on the wood was the only proof the key had ever been in the room.


Chapter 5: Eleven Minutes

The intercom on the dressing-room wall clicked once.

“Julian. My study. Correspondence. Now.”

I went barefoot down the hall with the steel locked around my dick and the pink cotton riding up my crack. Fifteen days on the Mirror Board. Fifteen left. My mouth already tasted like last night’s spit.

Vivienne sat behind the desk in a black blouse with the top button open. She did not look up.

“Sort the stack. Left tray for finance. Right for personal. Do not open sealed envelopes.”

I sat on the low stool she kept for me and pulled the first folder. Paper bit my thumb. A thin red line opened across the pad. I sucked it and copper flooded my tongue.

Under the cut, a loose slip slid free.

Wire confirmation. My account number. Full amount. Dated Day 5.

The wager debt. Gone. Back in my name since the morning after I paid her.

My hands went numb. I flipped the folder open the rest of the way because I could not stop. Settlement ledger. Same numbers. Same date. Returned before I had finished my first week in her cage.

Beneath that sat another file. Cross Ridge Capital. Limited partner paperwork for the fund I ran. The anonymous money that decided my promotion. Signatory block. Her name. Vivienne. Printed clean.

I made a sound I did not mean to make.

She set her pen down.

“You were told not to be curious.”

“You paid it back.” My voice cracked. “Day five.”

“Yes.”

“And the fund. That’s you.”

“Also yes.”

She opened a drawer and laid three sheets in a row on the blotter. A notarized firewall letter cutting Cross Ridge off from anything we did. A copy of the returned wire. An unsigned termination page with a blank signature line and today’s date.

“Read them.”

I read. Every excuse I had been living on died in my throat. She held nothing over me but the photos, and those stayed in her folder whether I walked or not. I had been free to walk since the morning after the wire cleared.

“Stand up,” she said. “You may leave. The door is unlocked. Your suit is in the guest closet. The steel comes off when you walk out; the key is in the envelope. Card fifteen stays blank if you go. We are done.”

I stood. My locked dick twitched against the cotton and the shame of that twitch ran straight to my face.

Eleven minutes.

I timed them on the desk clock because I needed something to hold. Minute one I told myself I would take the suit. Minute three I tasted blood from where I had bitten my cheek. Minute six my knees wanted the floor and I hated them for it. Minute nine the last two weeks stopped being endurance. They had been appetite wearing a man’s story like a cheap coat.

Minute eleven I picked up the pen.

Card fifteen hung on the Mirror Board behind her. I crossed to it on legs that belonged to someone else and initialed the square. J. Hard. Permanent.

Vivienne watched the ink dry.

“Say what you just did.”

“I stayed.”

“Louder. And complete.”

“I stayed with nothing owed. I asked for the rest of the term.”

“Good little whore.” She tapped the termination page. “Tear it.”

I tore it in half. Then in quarters. The sound was dry and final.

She rang a small brass bell on the desk.

The study door opened. Bijou stepped in, thirty-one, dark hair pinned up, holding a tablet like she had been waiting in the hall. She looked at my pink cotton and the steel and the torn paper in my hands and smiled with her mouth only.

“Witness,” Vivienne said. “Julian has initialed Card fifteen under no leverage. Record it.”

Bijou’s stylus moved. “On record. Voluntary. Day fifteen of thirty.”

My face burned so hot my eyes watered. Vivienne pointed at the open floor in front of the windows facing the street.

“Display. Hands behind your head. Feet apart. Facing out.”

I turned. Afternoon traffic moved below. Anyone looking up would see a grown man in panties with his dick locked and his ass out. Bijou circled behind me. The tablet camera clicked once.

“Hold still,” Vivienne said. “Bijou is going to grade you while I decide how to use what you asked for.”

Bijou’s fingers hooked the waistband and peeled the cotton down to my thighs. Cool air hit my bare cheeks. She pressed two fingers along the seam of the steel and my locked dick jumped like a stupid dog.

“Eager,” Bijou said. “And leaking already. Look at that little mess on the tip.”

I tasted salt. I had bitten through.

Vivienne’s heels crossed the rug. She set a black case on the desk and opened it where I could hear every latch. A thick black strap harness. A fat silicone cock the color of bruised flesh. A bottle of lube. A slim remote. A pair of nipple clamps on a chain. A medium plug still in its pouch. And a wand with a fat round head.

“You chose this,” she said. “So you will take it where people can see the shape of you, and you will thank me for the view. Bijou stays. Mouth open when I tell you. Ass up when I tell you. You come once, when I allow it, and not before. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Vivienne. I understand.”

“On the desk. Chest down. Ass to the glass.”

I bent over the blotter. Papers stuck to my nipples. Bijou dragged my panties the rest of the way off and left them around one ankle like a joke. Vivienne’s gloved finger, slick and cold, pushed against my asshole and I clenched on reflex.

“Open.”

I pushed out. She worked one finger in to the knuckle. The stretch burned. She added a second and scissored while Bijou filmed the way my hole fluttered.

“Listen to that,” Bijou said. “Wet already and she has barely started.”

The squelch of lube and my own greedy pull filled the room. Vivienne screwed the plug in next, slow, until the base kissed my rim and my locked dick strained useless inside the steel. Then the clamps. Cold teeth on each nipple. She tightened until the sting made my hips jerk and the chain swung and tapped the desk with a tiny metal sound.

“Say what you are.”

“A slut who asked to stay.”

“Filthier.”

“A locked little bitch who begged for Card fifteen.”

“Better.” She buckled the harness around her hips. The thick cock jutted out, shiny with lube. “Bijou. Wand on his clit. Low. Do not let him finish.”

Bijou pressed the buzzing head to the underside of the cage, where every pulse carried through the metal into my trapped dick. My knees buckled. Vivienne lined up behind me and the blunt tip of the strap nudged my hole beside the plug.

“Plug stays,” she said. “You take both.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You initialed.”

She pushed. The plug shifted inside me as the thicker shaft forced past my rim. The burn went white. I gasped and drooled on her letterhead. She fed me inch after inch until her hips met my ass and the stuffed fullness punched a broken noise out of my throat.

Bijou turned the wand up one notch. The buzz crawled up my spine. Vivienne fucked me in long hard strokes that made the desk inch forward and the clamps swing and tug. Every thrust shoved the plug deeper against my insides. Her hips slapped wet against my cheeks. Below the window a car horn blared and I came close to crying with the whole street two panes away.

“Taste,” she said, and pulled out far enough to shove three slick fingers into my mouth. I sucked my own mess off them. Bitter lube. Skin. Shame.

“Good toy. Tell Bijou what your ass is doing.”

“It’s, it’s taking it. It’s stretched open on her cock and the plug and it won’t stop clenching.”

Bijou laughed under her breath. “Pathetic. And so hard in that steel it looks purple.”

Vivienne drove back in to the base and stayed there, grinding, while she reached around and pinched the chain between the clamps. The yank tore a sob out of me. She started pounding in earnest. Hard. Mean. The desk rattled. I leaked a thin string onto her blotter and the wand kept buzzing against the metal until my thighs shook.

“Beg for the fist,” she said.

My brain stalled. “What?”

“You heard me. You want to stay for fifteen more days with no story left. Earn the depth. Ask for my hand.”

Pride tried to stand up inside my chest and fell over. “Please. Fist me. Please open me on your hand.”

She pulled the strap free with a filthy wet sound. The plug came out next and my hole gaped, empty and aching. Bijou kept the wand pressed hard. Vivienne coated her hand and pressed her fingertips to my rim.

“Push out. Look at the street while I do it.”

I stared at the traffic. One finger. Two. Three. The burn climbed. Four. She folded her thumb into her palm and pressed. My hole fought her. She waited, patient, then pushed again until her knuckles stretched me past anything I thought I had, and her hand slid in to the wrist.

I screamed into the blotter. Short. Raw. The stretch owned every thought I had left.

“That’s it,” she said. “Take it. Squeeze. Let Bijou hear you.”

I clenched around her wrist and the sound that came out of me was animal. She worked her fist in me, short shallow pumps, while the wand screamed against the steel and the clamps chewed my nipples and spit ran off my chin onto her papers.

“Who do you belong to.”

“You.”

“Louder.”

“You, Vivienne. I’m yours. I’m a hole. I’m a locked slut who stayed when you told him to leave.”

“Again.”

“Please use me. Please don’t stop. I’ll take anything. Just keep me.”

She twisted her hand inside me and my vision spotted. Bijou bumped the wand higher. The buzz turned cruel. My dick tried to come inside the steel and could not; the pressure stacked behind the lock until I was sobbing open-mouthed, tasting salt and lube and the copper from my thumb.

Vivienne pulled her hand free. The gape stayed. Cool air found the open ring of me. She shoved the strap back in with one hard thrust and the fullness drove the last of my pride out through my teeth.

“Now,” she said. “You may come. Thank me through it.”

Bijou pinned the wand dead center under the lock. Vivienne railed my ass in deep punishing strokes. The orgasm tore up from behind the lock and through my gut. I jerked. Spasm after spasm with nowhere for the cum to go, milking into the steel in hot trapped pulses while I thanked her in broken pieces.

“Thank you, fuck, thank you for keeping me, thank you for my hole, thank…”

I drooled. I shook. My ass clenched on the thick shaft and would not stop. Bijou held the wand through the whole ugly crest until I was twitching and empty-headed and the only word left in my mouth was please.

Vivienne slowed. Stopped. Left herself buried. She unclipped the clamps and blood rushed back into my nipples with a bright hurt. Bijou switched the wand off. The quiet after it had weight.

Vivienne pulled out. My hole held its shape a beat, then clenched shut around nothing. She wiped her hand on my inner thigh and left the smear.

“Kneel.”

I slid off the desk onto the rug. Panties still hooked on one ankle. The lock shiny with what I had leaked. Bijou saved the recording with a soft tap.

Vivienne cupped my chin and made me look up.

“Card fifteen is initialed. The debt is dead. The fund is firewalled. You have no alibi left, Julian. From this minute every day you spend on your knees is a request in your own hand.”

I nodded. My throat would not make words.

She leaned in until her mouth was at my ear and the next line landed like a closed door behind me.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Seventy Two Hours Free

My key stuck for a second before the latch gave. The front door of my own place made that soft wood sound I used to walk past without thinking. I flipped the switch in the hall. The light came on for me alone.

Seventy-two hours. That was the leave she had put in my hand after Card 15, after the ledger, after the firewall letter that cut every last rope. Prove the claim, she had said. You keep telling me you can quit. So quit. Go home. Be him. Three days off the board if I wanted them all.

I set my bag on the floor and stood there in my coat. The air smelled like dust and old cologne, the bottle I had left on the shelf weeks ago. No one else had been here. No one else was going to turn another light on for me.

I walked into the bedroom and pulled a charcoal suit from the closet. The trousers went on fine until the zipper. The cage under the cotton panties made a hard ridge the fly could not hide. I forced the zip. The fabric pulled tight across my hips and sat wrong. The jacket hung off my shoulders the way it always had. My body inside it belonged to a different address.

I looked at myself in the closet mirror. Julian in a suit. Julian with a locked cage grinding against the seam of his pants. My mouth went dry. The man in the glass was available. Whole. Ready. That was the part that turned my stomach cold.

I called Theo first. He picked up on the second ring, thirty-two and loud the way he always was after a close.

“Julian. Jesus. Where have you been.”

“Work,” I said. “Listen, about drinks tomorrow.”

“Yeah, we are on. Eight.”

“I have to cancel.”

A pause. “You just called to cancel.”

“Something came up.”

“Fine. Call me when you remember how to be a person.”

He hung up. I held the phone to my ear until the dial tone cut. Then I dialed Grant. He was thirty-five, the one who asked about the fund like it was a shared joke.

“Hey. You free Friday.”

“I was going to ask you the same thing,” I said. “I cannot make it.”

“You sound weird.”

“I am tired.”

“Call me when you are not.”

I set the phone face down on the dresser. Two exits, both shut by my own thumb. The cage dug into the suit pants every time I shifted my weight. I took the jacket off. Then the shirt. Then the trousers. I left the panties on. Taking them off was a decision I could not finish.

The apartment was quiet enough to hear the fridge cycle. I sat on the edge of the bed in cotton and steel and tried to remember how I used to fall asleep here. The sheets smelled like laundry soap from a life that still had a key. I put my face in the pillow and the scent of my own shampoo made my throat close.

I can quit anytime. That was the sentence I had lived on. It sat in the room with me and did nothing.

I lasted until three.

My hands shook when I dialed her. She answered on the first ring, voice flat and awake.

“Julian.”

“I want to come back,” I said. The words scraped. “Early. Please.”

“Say why.”

“I cannot do this place. I cannot wear the suit. I cancelled both of them. I am sitting here and I am not him and I do not want to be.”

Silence on the line. Then: “Cab. Now. Leave the key under the mat when you walk out. Bring nothing but the cage and the panties.”

“Yes.”

“You asked for this leave. You are ending it. That goes on the record.”

“Put it on the record.”

I put the coat on over the panties. Nothing else fit. The suit stayed on the floor where it fell. I put the apartment key under the mat. The street air hit my bare thighs under the coat hem. In the cab I kept my knees together and stared at the meter and tried not to think about Grant’s voice saying I sounded weird.

I had used two of her three days. The third I could not stand. The townhouse door opened before I knocked. She stood in the hall in a black robe, hair pinned up, and behind her Bijou held a tablet against her hip. Bijou wore dark lipstick tonight, a silver cuff on one wrist, and she looked at my coat like she was already inventorying what was under it.

“Bijou keeps the house files,” she said. “She stays for this.”

Bijou nodded once. “Day seventeen. Thirteen left. Card seventeen is waiting.”

My face burned. Someone else with my count in her mouth. I stepped inside. The door shut. Her house took me at once, leather oil and perfume, heavy enough to sit on my tongue.

“Coat,” she said.

I dropped it. The cotton panties and the steel cage were all I had. Bijou’s eyes moved down and held on the bulge of the cage. She typed something on the tablet without looking away.

“He came back at three-fourteen,” Bijou said. “Voluntary. Leave unused.”

“On your knees in the dressing room,” she told me. “Mouth ready. You asked to come home. You will earn the door.”

I walked past the Mirror Board. Cards one through sixteen carried my initials. Seventeen waited blank. The dressing room light was already on. She pointed at the low cushion in front of the low bench. I knelt. The carpet bit my bare knees. Bijou shut the door behind us and leaned against it with the tablet down at her side.

She opened the robe. Under it she wore a harness, black straps tight over her hips, and a thick cock already fixed in the ring, flesh-tone silicone shining with lube. The head was blunt. The shaft looked longer than my mouth wanted. She stepped close until that head rested on my lower lip.

“You spent the night trying to be a man in an empty flat,” she said. “Now you use this mouth for what it is for. Open.”

I opened. She fed the first inches in. The weight of it pressed my tongue flat. Lube and her skin filled my nose. Bijou’s boots stayed at the edge of my sight. Being seen made my caged cock jerk and get nowhere.

“Deeper,” she said. “You called me at three like a bitch in heat. Take what you came back for.”

I pushed forward. The head hit the back of my throat and I gagged, spit running down my chin. She held my head and fucked my mouth in short rolls, the harness creaking, the wet sound loud in the small room. Bijou spoke over it, calm.

“He is drooling already. Note that.”

I wanted to close my eyes. I kept them open. Looking away was hiding, and there was nowhere left to hide. The silicone stretched my jaw. My throat fluttered around each push. Tears blurred the edge of the bench. My hands stayed on my thighs the way she had trained them.

She pulled out. A string of spit hung from the head to my lip and broke on my chest.

“Tell Bijou what you are,” she said.

“A sissy,” I got out. “A mouth. Her hole for fucking.”

“Louder.”

“I am her cockslut. I came back early because I could not stand being a man for one night.”

Bijou typed. The click of the keys landed harder than a slap.

She moved behind me. A drawer opened. Cold gel touched my asshole and I jerked. Two fingers pushed in at once, thick, practiced. The stretch burned. She scissored them while her other hand rested on the back of my neck.

“Clench,” she said.

I clenched. She pushed through it. A third finger. Then she worked them until my rim gave and the burn turned into a deep, stupid ache that made my hips tip back for more. Bijou came closer and crouched so her face was level with mine.

“Look at me while she opens you,” Bijou said. “Do not perform for the carpet.”

I looked at her. Bored in the way of someone who had seen worse. My face was wet with spit and tears. She smiled with no kindness in it.

The fingers left. Something wider pressed. A plug, heavy, flared. She twisted it in until the base sat flush and the weight of it pulled inside me every time I breathed. Then she was in front of me again with the harness cock shining from my own spit.

“On it. All the way. Hold.”

I took it down my throat until my nose hit the harness. She counted under her breath, not for me, for the room. My lungs screamed. Spit ran onto the carpet. When she let me off I coughed and leaned after it anyway, like a dog.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Get on the bench. Face down. Knees wide. Bijou holds your wrists.”

Bijou’s hands closed around my wrists and pinned them to the far edge of the bench. Her silver cuff was cold on my skin. I turned my cheek to the leather. The plug shifted with every breath. She stood between my knees and worked the plug out. The empty stretch made me moan into the bench.

Then her fist.

She started with the fingers again, then tucked her thumb, and the widest part of her hand pressed against my asshole until the burn went white. I shook. Bijou’s grip did not move.

“Breathe and take it,” she said. “You wanted out of that apartment. This is what in looks like.”

Then it passed, and her hand slid in to the wrist. I made a sound I did not recognize. Full. Stuffed. My rim clenched around her forearm and could not close. She held still so I could feel every knuckle.

“Say it,” she said.

“Your fist is in my ass.” My voice cracked. “I am open on your hand. Please. Use me.”

She fucked me with it in short, mean thrusts. The wet squelch filled the dressing room. The scent of lube and sweat hung thick. My caged cock leaked into the cotton and the panties clung. Bijou watched my face and did not look away when I came apart into noise.

“Pathetic,” Bijou said softly. “And still hard in the steel. Write that down too.”

She pulled her fist free. The gape stayed. Air hit me where I should have been able to shut. Before I could clench she lined up the harness cock and drove it into my ass in one long push. The stretch from the fist made the slide filthy and easy and wrong. She gripped my hips and pounded, the slap of the harness against my skin steady, brutal, unhurried.

“Suck your teeth less,” she said. “Moan like the whore who called at three.”

I moaned. I pushed back. The cage jerked against the bench with every thrust and gave me nothing. Bijou shifted, pinned both wrists in one hand, and with the other pressed a small bullet vibrator against the tip of the cage where the steel left a gap of skin. The buzz hit like a nail. I yelled into the leather.

“Hold him,” she told Bijou.

Bijou held. The vibrator stayed. The cock in my ass kept its pace. She pulled out, walked around, and shoved the slick shaft back into my mouth so I tasted my own ass on the silicone. I gagged and sucked anyway. She fucked my throat while Bijou kept the bullet on the cage. Spit ran. My eyes streamed. The plug she had set aside was pushed back into my empty ass by Bijou’s free hand so I was filled at both ends, throat and hole, while the cage sang under that tiny mean buzz.

“You do not come until I say,” she said. “And tonight I may not say. This is maintenance. This is what belonging costs when you run and crawl back.”

I nodded around the cock. Drool stringed off my chin. She pulled free of my mouth. Bijou worked the plug out and she went back to my ass, long strokes now, deep enough that the harness slapped, thick and relentless. Bijou moved the bullet under the cage, onto my balls. It wrecked me.

“Ask,” she said.

“Please let me come. I will give you the apartment. I will give you the key. I do not want that address. I want this room.”

She did not slow. “Again.”

“I want to live in the dressing room. I want the lease gone. I am not him. I am your sissy. Fuck my ass. Use my mouth. Keep me.”

Bijou’s voice cut in, almost gentle. “He means it. Look at him.”

She reached under, found the catch on the cage, and for one second the steel loosened enough that the bullet could sit flush on the head of my cock. The orgasm tore out of me in hard spurts over the vibrator and the bench, white streaks on leather, my ass clamping down on her cock in helpless pulls. I sobbed through it. No count. No thanks speech. Just the raw empty after, shaking, still skewered, still held.

She fucked me through the last twitches and then stopped buried deep. Her hand stroked my spine once. Tenderness with teeth in it.

“Stay full,” she said, and left the cock in me while she spoke to Bijou. “Draft the surrender of the lease. He signs before breakfast. His things go to storage under my name. The dressing room is his residence for the rest of the term.”

“Done,” Bijou said. She let my wrists go. Marks from her fingers stayed pink on my skin.

She pulled out. The gape fluttered. Cum and lube ran down my balls onto the cotton. She wiped the harness on my cheek and made me lick the head clean until the taste of my own ass was all I had. Then she sat on the bench and pointed at the floor between her knees.

“Finish with your mouth on me. Soft. No rushing.”

I crawled. She had freed the harness cock and set it aside. Her cunt was wet from watching. I put my tongue on her and licked the way she had taught me, flat and steady, while Bijou stood over us and recorded the time. She came on my tongue with her fingers twisted in my hair, a hard quiet climax, thighs tight on my ears. I kept licking until she pushed my face away.

“Card seventeen,” she said.

Bijou handed her the pen. I initialed on my knees with my mouth shiny and my ass still aching open. The ink looked blacker than any card before it.

She took my face in one hand. “The leave is on file as refused by you. The claim that you can quit anytime is withdrawn in your own words. Bijou has the audio from the call. There is no apartment to run to. You belong in this room now.”

The line landed and stayed.

She clipped a thin leather collar around my throat, not the final one, a house collar for sleep, and pointed at the narrow bed against the wall of the dressing room. I lay down on my side. The plug went back in, smaller, overnight weight. The cage stayed. Bijou dimmed the light on her way out and left the tablet glow under the door crack.

I lay in the dark with her taste on my tongue and the plug pulling low every time I breathed. The bench had left its leather on my skin. Outside, somewhere, my old key sat under a mat for a door I had given away. Thirteen days left on the board. Halloween and the circle waited on Day 24. My mouth held the shape of her cock, jaw sore, throat raw, and the ache did not let go even as sleep took me.


Chapter 7: Say Your Size

The escalator carried me up through the atrium while the pleated skirt brushed the backs of my knees with every step. Food-court grease hung in the warm air. Four hundred strangers moved under the glass roof, and none of them looked twice.

Vivienne stood one step above me, shopping list folded in her fingers. Card 19. She had made me read it in the car before we parked.

Ask aloud. Get fitted. Pay on her account.

My steel rode tight under the cotton panties and the skirt, already swollen against the metal from the ride alone. Dread sat lower than that. The office had given me a suit. The townhouse had given me walls. Here the only cover was that nobody cared.

“Third floor,” she said. “Lingerie first. Then sports. You do not speak to me unless I ask. You speak to the staff.”

I nodded. The flats clicked when we stepped off onto polished tile. Tights pulled warm along my thighs with each stride. Texture. Heat. My own pulse in the lock.

The lingerie department smelled of new lace and carpet cleaner. A saleswoman in her forties came over with a measuring tape already half drawn. Name tag: Marla.

“Looking for something specific?”

Vivienne did not answer. She waited.

My throat closed. I forced air through it.

“I need panties,” I said. “In my size.”

Marla’s brow lifted a fraction. “And what size are you, hon?”

The list had the answer. Vivienne had written it. Saying it out loud in daylight, with shoppers two racks over, made my ears burn.

“Small,” I said. “Women’s small. Cotton briefs. Soft waistband.”

Marla smiled the professional smile and led me to a wall of packages. “We’ll confirm. Arms out.”

Her tape went around my hips over the skirt. Then higher, under the hem, against the tights. Warm plastic on warm nylon. She called the number without blinking.

“Yes. Small. Try these three.”

She put packages in my hands. Vivienne pointed at the fitting corridor.

Inside the stall I stripped the skirt and stepped out of the tights. The cotton I already wore was damp at the front where the steel pressed. I pulled the first new pair up. Soft. Snug. The lock made a clear bulge no women’s cut was built for. My dick jumped anyway, trapped and stupid.

I stepped out for inspection.

Marla checked the waistband with two fingers, tugged the leg openings, hummed. “Fit’s good. That one’s yours.”

Vivienne paid with the black card that printed her name on the slip. Not mine. The register beeped. My old account sat dead in my wallet like a joke I had already told.

We walked. Sports was one floor down. The gym kit on the list was smaller than anything I had worn to lift: cropped top, high-waist shorts, compression that would print every inch of locked cock through the fabric.

A clerk named Rina, thirty-two, ran the tape again. Chest. Waist. Inseam. Her palms were cool. Mine sweated.

“You’ll want the XS in this line,” she said. “Arms up.”

I raised them. She tugged the sample top over my head. Then the shorts. The compression grabbed my thighs and climbed. The steel printed shameless through the thin panel. Rina glanced once, kept her face blank, and pinned a tag.

“Walk for me.”

I walked the aisle. The shorts rode. Every step rubbed fabric over metal. Heat built in my belly and had nowhere to go.

“We’ll take the set,” Vivienne said. “And weigh the bag.”

My old gym bag waited on the counter. Rina set it on the scale. Vivienne unzipped it herself and pulled out the last men’s compression short I owned, navy, worn soft at the seams. She folded it once and handed it to Rina.

“Donate that. It does not travel with him again.”

Rina took it. The bag closed lighter. Something permanent left with the navy cloth. Her card. Her sizes. Her call.

We turned for the exit corridor.

Two floors of atrium noise rose around us. And then the crowd opened on him.

Derek. Junior analyst from my floor. Twenty-eight, coffee cup, weekend jeans. He looked up from his phone at the exact wrong second.

Our eyes met.

My skirt moved against my knees. The flats. The shopping bags with tissue paper. His face went blank, then confused, then searching for the joke.

I kept walking. Vivienne’s pace did not change. Derek’s mouth opened. No sound came out before a pillar took him from view.

My pulse slammed. Anonymity was luck now. Luck I had just spent.

In the car Vivienne set the bags at my feet and started the engine.

“You asked. You paid. You lost the short,” she said. “Card 19 initials when we get home. Then you earn the rest of the afternoon.”

I stared at the windshield. Eleven days left on the board. Halloween and the circle still ahead. My thighs stuck to the seat through the tights.

The townhouse door shut behind us. She took the bags to the dressing room and pointed at the low bench.

“Skirt off. Tights off. New panties stay on. Then the apron.”

I stripped down to the small cotton. She tied a short ruffled apron at my waist, the kind that covered nothing, and stood back to look at the shape it made over the steel.

“Hands,” she said.

I held them out. She turned them over, checked the nails, pressed a thumb into each palm.

“These are the only tools you get this afternoon. Those and your mouth. Nothing goes in you. Nothing comes out of you. You are going to work, and I am going to enjoy watching it.”

My stomach dropped in a way that had nothing to do with relief.

“Yes.”

“Kneel first. Shoes.”

She sat on the bench and put one foot in my lap. I unbuckled the strap, eased the flat off, and set it aside. Warm nylon. The arch of her foot pressed down against the cotton, right over the metal, and my caged clitty surged against the steel and got nowhere.

“Both hands,” she said. “Thumbs in the arch. You’ve done it badly for nineteen days. Do it right.”

I worked her instep, thumbs rolling. She let her weight settle. When I hit the tendon she made a low sound and pushed harder, grinding the ball of her foot down onto the lock until my breath caught.

“That’s the noise I want. Keep going and keep it quiet.”

I rubbed. My arms burned. Sweat gathered under the apron band. She switched feet and did the same thing, heel on steel, casual, while my dick throbbed useless in its cage and a wet spot bloomed through the new cotton.

“You dripped in a public fitting room,” she said, “and you’re dripping again on carpet I paid for. Get the towel. Kitchen. Move.”

I went. Barefoot, apron ruffles brushing my thighs, panties damp and clinging. She followed with a glass of wine.

“Counters. Then the floor. On your knees for the floor.”

I wiped down the counters while she leaned in the doorway and watched. Then I knelt with the cloth and worked the tile in circles, ass up, ruffles riding my back, the steel swinging heavy between my thighs with every stroke of my arm. Her bare foot appeared beside my hand and nudged my knees wider.

“Wider. That’s the shape you are now.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you are.”

“A locked sissy scrubbing your floor in the panties she bought me.”

“Good girl.” She drank. “Faster.”

Twenty minutes of it. Baseboards. The stove front. My thighs shook and the ache in my groin never once let up, because there was nothing to grind against and she had not given me permission to try. When she finally set the glass down my knees had printed red into the tile.

“Bedroom. On your back on the floor. Head where I point.”

I lay down. The steel pulled cold along my belly. She stepped over me, skirt gathered in one fist, and looked down the length of my body like she was checking a job before signing off.

“You do not touch yourself. Hands flat.”

I put my palms on the carpet.

She lowered herself onto my face.

Wet heat closed over my mouth and nose and the world went small. I got my tongue out and worked her, broad and flat the way she had trained, then tight and quick where she rocked hardest. She rode my mouth without hurry, thighs bracketing my head, her weight shutting out sound. Her hand fisted in my hair and steered.

“Slower. There. Hold it there.”

I held it. My jaw ached in minutes. Her taste ran down my chin and into my ears. Every time I slipped she pulled my hair until I fixed it.

“Hands,” she said. “One. Two fingers. Curl.”

I slid my hand up and gave her two, curling into her the way she liked, wrist working while my tongue stayed on her clit. She started to grind in earnest. Slick sounds. Her breath going ragged above me. My locked cock strained against the steel with nothing on it at all, no vibration, no pressure, no mercy, only the sound of her getting off on me and the wet ruin of my own face.

“Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.”

I didn’t. She rode harder, chasing it, her thighs clamping my ears until I could hear my own pulse and nothing else. Then she seized, whole body locking, and came on my mouth in long shudders while she held my head still and used it through every wave.

She stayed sitting on me until she was done breathing hard.

Then she stood, straightened her skirt, and looked at the mess of my face.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you.”

“Louder.”

I said it louder, hoarse, jaw shot.

“Now up. Hands off yourself. If you come from the friction of standing I will add three days.”

I got up shaking. Nothing had touched me. Nothing had gone in me. My clitty ached so hard in the steel it felt bruised, leaking clear through the panties in a slow thread, and there was no orgasm anywhere in reach, not ruined, not denied at the edge, just never offered.

“Please,” I said.

“No.” She said it kindly. “That is the whole lesson. You are a service item. Service items do not finish.”

She wiped her fingers on a towel and set Card 19 on the wood by my face with a pen.

“Initial.”

My hand shook. I wrote the mark. Day 19.

She weighed the gym bag again on the dressing-room scale, empty of the navy short, and set it by the door.

“From this afternoon the wardrobe budget runs on my accounts only. You do not buy cloth. You ask. You wear what I fit. The men’s kit is done.”

I nodded against the bench. Derek’s face hung behind my eyes. The atrium. The skirt.

She zipped the sports bag shut and dropped the black card on top of it.

“Shower. Then put on the new compression set and the flats. We leave in twenty minutes for the gym she already called. You will walk the floor in the XS under the mirrors, and you will ask the desk aloud to update your member profile to the size they just sold you. Pack the apron. You wear it in the car.”


Chapter 8: Thank the Room

The doorbell rang again. Heat stuck to my thighs from the last guest’s hand, spit drying cold on my chin, and someone out in the entry laughed until Vivienne opened the study and the sound cut off like a throat closed.

“Knees,” she said.

I dropped. The cage tugged. My mouth tasted like her. Six days left on the board. Day twenty-four. Halloween. Eleven people in her townhouse who had come to look at me.

Bijou walked in first. Thirty-one, black silk, calm eyes that went over my painted mouth the way a woman checks a finished seam. She did not smile. She set a glass bowl on the low table and tipped white slips into it. EARNED. NOT YET. The paper made a dry little scrape.

“Costume night,” Vivienne told the room. “The costume comes off at midnight. You already know what you’re looking at. At twelve I take the panties down and you meet her by name.”

Heat climbed my neck. The circle settled on sofas and chairs. Eleven adults, none under thirty. Perfume. Ice in glasses. A man’s cufflink clicked against crystal. Cold air from the hall licked my bare back every time the door moved.

I had signed for debt. For leverage. For a month I could endure and then walk. That story had already cracked. What held me now sat lower than pride, thick and stupid between my legs, locked and useless, and the part of me that still wanted out kept losing ground to the part that wanted her to keep going.

“Present,” Vivienne said.

I rose on my knees and turned. The party dress rode high. Pink satin panties under it. Hose. The cage pressed the soft pouch out so every person in the room could see the shape. Someone snorted. Someone else said, “Cute.”

My jaw locked. I almost stood. Almost walked. Then Vivienne’s fingers found the back of my neck and pressed, and my body folded for her like it had been waiting for the cue.

“Service first,” she said. “The vote comes after. Constance earns her place on her tongue.”

The name hit the room before it hit me. Constance. Out loud. From her mouth into eleven other mouths.

“Say it,” Vivienne said.

My throat shut. “I…”

“Say it.”

“Constance.” The word came out thin. Shame burned under my skin and my locked dick twitched hard enough to ache against metal.

Bijou’s mouth tilted. “She still flinches at her own name. Soft.”

Jealousy cut sharp and ugly. Bijou wore real girlwear like it belonged to her. Hose that fit. A dress that moved with her hips. No cage under it. She had already passed whatever test this was. I wanted to be past it too. I hated that I wanted it.

Vivienne sat, spread her knees, and crooked two fingers. “Worship. Slow. Make it useful.”

I crawled between her thighs. Her cunt was already wet from earlier. I put my mouth on her and licked. Salt. Heat. The sound of my tongue was wet and open in the quiet room. Someone shifted on a sofa. A glass set down hard.

“Deeper,” Vivienne said. “Don’t perform. Serve.”

I pushed my face in. Nose crushed to her mound. Tongue flat, then pointed, working her clit while spit ran down my chin onto the carpet. My hands stayed on the floor. She had not given them to me. The cage pulled every time I shifted. Cold metal. Hot skin. Wrong.

A woman across from us, early forties, dark lipstick, leaned forward. “Look at that greedy little mouth. She’s dripping for it and she can’t even get hard.”

Laughter. Low. Mean.

I kept licking. Vivienne’s hand landed in my hair and held me there. Her hips rolled once. The wet sound got louder. Slick. Soft suck. My face went shiny with her.

“Ask to keep going,” she said.

“Please. Let me keep serving your cunt. Please.”

“Filthier.”

“Please let this sissy whore keep her tongue in your cunt. I’ll stay here. I’ll beg. Please use my mouth.”

She pulled me off by the hair. Spit strung from my lip to her. My face burned.

“Good. Now the circle. One at a time. You thank each woman after. Fail and we skip the vote and keep you in cotton for the rest of the term.”

Bijou stood and took Vivienne’s place without being asked. She hiked her dress, no panties, and pointed at the floor.

“Earn it, provisional.”

I set my mouth on her. She tasted different. Clean soap and skin. She did not rock. She made me do the work. When I found her clit she exhaled once through her nose and that was all.

“Call yourself what you are while you do it,” Bijou said.

“I’m a sissy slut. I’m a locked little toy. I’m grateful to lick.”

“Again.”

“I’m a hole with a tongue. I’m Vivienne’s bitch. Please let me make you come.”

Bijou’s fingers dug into my scalp. She used my face hard for long minutes, grinding, the slap of her against my mouth ugly and wet. When she came she did it quiet, thighs locking on my ears, cunt pulsing on my tongue. She pushed me back with her shoe.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for using my mouth.”

“Name.”

My stomach turned. “Thank you for using Constance’s mouth.”

Bijou looked at Vivienne. “She can learn.”

The next woman was the one with dark lipstick. Forty-two. She made me suck her fingers first, then her cunt, then hold still while she rubbed herself on my tongue until she dripped down my chin. I thanked her. Then another. Thirty-six. Boots. She spat in my mouth and told me to swallow before I served. I did. The room got hotter. My knees hurt. Spit and cunt slick coated my face. The cage throbbed in useless little jumps.

A man in his forties watched from the corner. He did not touch. Vivienne had not offered me to him. That almost hurt worse than being used. I wanted the circle to want me. I wanted Bijou’s easy place. The wanting sat in my gut like rot.

Vivienne clapped once. “Midnight.”

Someone’s phone lit. Twelve. She stood me up, turned me to face them all, and hooked her fingers in the waist of the pink satin.

“This is the costume,” she said. “This is what he wore into my house thinking he could play dress-up and leave.”

She peeled the panties down. Cool air hit my caged dick and bare cheeks. Eleven faces. The satin bunched at my knees. Hose still up. The padlock dull under the lights.

“Name her.”

My mouth opened. Nothing came.

Vivienne’s palm cracked across my ass. Heat flared. My eyes watered.

“Constance,” I said.

“Louder.”

“Constance.”

“Full.”

“My name is Constance.” The words scraped. People clapped. Someone whistled. Bijou did not clap. She only watched, calm, like she was grading meat.

Vivienne left the panties at my knees and walked to a side table. She came back with a thick black strap harness already buckled on under her dress, a heavy dick jutting from it, shiny with lube. Beside it she set a bottle, a pair of cuffs, and a fat string of anal beads that gleamed wet.

“Service continues,” she said. “On your back. Legs open. You beg for every inch or you get none of the release you’re already leaking for.”

A dark spot had wet the front of the cage. Precome. I hated that they could see it.

She cuffed my wrists to the legs of the coffee table. Carpet bit my shoulders. She yanked the panties the rest of the way off and pushed my knees to my chest. Cold lube hit my asshole. I flinched. She pushed one finger in. Burn. Stretch. The room watched.

“Tight little slut,” the dark-lipstick woman said. “Listen to that.”

The finger fucking me made a soft filthy sound. Then two. Then three. She worked me open without hurry while my locked dick jerked and dripped. When she added a fourth my breath broke.

“Ask.”

“Please stretch my asshole. Please open me. Please…”

She pulled her fingers out and pressed the first bead to me. It popped in. Then the next. Each one thicker. The drag made me shake. When the last sat inside me I was full and sweating, the string hanging down between my cheeks.

“Tongue,” Vivienne said.

She straddled my face and sat. Her cunt sealed over my mouth. I licked. Served. Below, she took the strap dick in her hand and rubbed the head against my hole beside the bead string. Pressure. More pressure.

“Beg for the fuck.”

I tried to speak into her. Muffled. Wet. She lifted just enough.

“Please fuck my ass. Please rail this locked sissy whore. Please use Constance’s asshole in front of them. I’ll take it. I’ll thank you. Please.”

She pushed in. The strap stretched me around the beads still inside, too much, a thick burn that pulled a raw sound out of my throat. She sank deep. Held. Then she fucked.

Hard. Steady. The slap of her hips on my ass filled the study. Wet. Obscene. The beads shifted inside with every thrust and the double fill made my legs kick at nothing. Spit ran from my mouth into my own eye. Someone counted under their breath. Someone else said, “Look at her take it. Pathetic.”

Jealousy flared again when Bijou leaned in and fixed my hair out of my face with two fingers, gentle, like she was arranging a mannequin she did not plan to keep.

“She’s still fighting in the eyes,” Bijou said. “Not ready.”

“I’m ready,” I gasped. “I’m…”

Vivienne drove in to the base. “You don’t decide ready. The room does.”

She fucked me through that. My hole clung and slicked around the strap. The smell of lube and cunt and sweat hung thick. My caged dick leaked in little wet pulses that went nowhere. I needed to come so bad my stomach cramped.

“Please,” I said. “Please let me come. Please. I’ll say anything.”

“Not yet.”

She pulled the beads out one by one while the strap stayed buried. Each pop made me shout. Empty and full at once. Then she pulled the strap out too. My hole would not shut. Cool air. I clenched and nothing closed.

“Fist,” Vivienne said.

The room went quieter.

Her hand, slick, pressed. Fingers first. Then the spread of knuckles. The burn went white. I shook my head once. Defiance, thin and late.

“No. Wait. I can’t…”

Vivienne stopped. Looked down at me. Cold.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

She pushed. My body fought and then gave. Her hand sank in past the widest point and my scream tore short and ugly. Full. Packed. Her knuckles pressed inside me. She held still while I sobbed air and drooled on the carpet.

“What are you?”

“A hole. A toy. Your sissy bitch. Constance. Please. Please move. Please use me.”

She fucked me on her fist in short heavy strokes. The wet squelch was loud enough to hear over my broken breathing. Bijou held the wand against the cage then, buzzing hard through metal and trapped flesh, and my vision spotted. Too much. Can’t. More. The words in my head went short and filthy and useless.

“Beg properly,” Vivienne said.

“Please let this whore come. Please milk your locked slut. I’ll thank the room. I’ll take the vote. Please, Vivienne, please let Constance come while your hand is in my ass…”

She nodded once at Bijou.

The wand pressed harder. Vivienne’s fist curled inside me. My orgasm ripped through locked and ruined, a dry hard spasm that punched out of my gut while almost nothing left the cage, just thin wet spurts that striped my belly. I jerked in the cuffs. My hole clamped on her hand. Sound tore out of me. Shame came with it so thick I could taste it.

She worked me through it until I was twitching and empty and loud. Then she eased her hand out. The gape stayed. Slick ran down onto the carpet. I lay there used and open while people looked.

Vivienne wiped her hand on my thigh. “Ballot.”

Bijou took the bowl first. She wrote without looking at me. Folded. Dropped the slip in. The paper sound was small. Final.

The bowl went around. Eleven slips. Vivienne shook them out onto the table and turned each one.

NOT YET.

NOT YET.

NOT YET.

All of them.

Bijou’s voice carried first. “Not yet. She wants the clothes more than she wants the work. That shows.”

My chest went tight. Heat behind my eyes. I had wanted them to say I belonged. I had hated being one of them and now the no lodged in my gut worse than the fist had. Cotton. Provisional. Outside the real line. Six days left and they would not let me in.

Vivienne lifted my chin with two fingers. “Thank the room.”

My mouth shook. “Thank you for the vote.”

“All of it.”

“Thank you for telling Constance she has not earned real girlwear. Thank you for using me. Thank you for the no.”

Bijou’s eyes held mine. “Say you’re grateful you stay provisional.”

The word stuck. I forced it. “I’m grateful I stay provisional.”

Someone clapped twice. The party noise started again, lower, everyone talking over me like I was furniture that had finished its trick. Vivienne uncuffed my wrists. My arms tingled. She left me on the floor with the cage shiny and the dress shoved up and my hole soft and open.

“Card twenty-four,” she said. “Initial when you can hold a pen.”

I crawled to the board on the wall. My hand shook. I marked the square. Six blank ones stared back.

Vivienne’s phone buzzed on the side table. She read it, then looked at the door.

The doorbell rang. Longer this time. Not a guest laugh on the other side. A hard knock under the bell, courier-sharp, and through the glass I caught a black case and a woman in a dock jacket holding a clipboard stamped KESTREL CAY.


Chapter 9: Provisional Cotton

The seaplane engine wound down and salt wind hit my face, diesel and warm water on it.

A dock attendant in a white shirt read names off a clipboard while the pink planks flexed under my heels. Silk moved past me on both sides. Real girlwear. Earned fabric that caught the light and made a soft sound when thighs brushed.

“Hale,” he called. A woman in champagne silk stepped off.

“Mori.” Another silk hem.

My name on the sheet was Constance. No Reyes. The old name had already been cut from the list before the plane left the mainland. I walked the pink dock in house-issue provisional cotton, the same thin panties the circle had voted me unworthy of upgrading, and every silk pair that passed cheapened the cotton against my skin.

Bijou waited at the end of the dock with a tote and a thin smile. She was thirty-one, Vivienne’s assistant, the one who had dropped the first NOT YET into the ballot bowl on Halloween night. She smelled like citrus oil and clean laundry.

“Keep your eyes down,” she said. “Chin level. You walk like you still own a corner office.”

I fixed my gaze on the pink boards and followed her inland. Palm shade. Coral gravel. A Mirror Board already hung on a post outside the boathouse, cards twenty-five through thirty still blank, twenty-four initialed in my own hand from Halloween night. Five days left after today. Day twenty-five. The air tasted like salt and cut flowers.

Vivienne stood in the boathouse doorway in linen the color of bone. She did not greet me. She held out a palm.

“Card twenty-five,” she said.

I initialed it on the post. The pen dragged. My cock twitched inside the steel and found no room, and the cotton pulled tight over the padlock with every breath.

“Inside,” she said. “Shoes off. On the mat.”

The boathouse smelled of teak oil, rope, and the faint sweet musk of old sweat worked into wood. Mats lined the floor. A low bench. Hooks. A glass jar of lube already open. Bijou set the tote down and sat by the window with a notebook, as if this were a lesson she had graded a hundred times.

Vivienne pointed at the mat.

“Knees. Ass up. Forearms flat. You will stay in that shape until I move you.”

I dropped. The cotton rode into the cleft of my cheeks. Cool air found the bare strip of skin above the waistband. My locked dick hung heavy between my thighs, already leaking a thin bead into the provisional fabric.

“Four days of this,” Vivienne said behind me. “No unlocking. No hands on that clitty. Positioning. Breath. My patience. That is the whole curriculum.”

Bijou’s pen clicked once.

Vivienne’s fingers hooked the cotton and peeled it down to mid-thigh. The air hit my hole. I clenched on nothing. She spread me with both thumbs and held me open while I breathed into the mat.

“Smell,” she said.

I did. Salt on my own skin. The clean chemical bite of the steel. Her perfume, something dark and resinous, already on her wrists where they pressed my cheeks apart. Under that, the raw animal scent of my own arousal soaking the cotton still bunched under my balls.

She dripped lube onto my asshole. Cold. Thick. It ran down and dripped onto the mat in a slow, sticky thread. One finger pushed in without ceremony. I grunted into my forearms. She worked it to the knuckle, then added a second, scissoring me open while my hips tried to rock and she pinned them with her free palm at the base of my spine.

“Hold,” she said. “You do not fuck yourself on my fingers. You take what I give.”

I held. The stretch burned. My cock strained against the steel and got nowhere. Precome wet the cotton in a dark blot I could smell from here, sharp and sour.

She fucked me with those two fingers in a long, unhurried rhythm. In. Out. Twist. Deeper. The wet sound filled the boathouse, a soft filthy squelch every time she buried them. Bijou wrote something. My ears burned.

“Name what you are,” Vivienne said.

“Your sissy,” I said into the mat.

“Louder. And cruder.”

“Your locked little whore,” I said. “Your hole.”

“Better.”

She pulled free. Emptiness ached. Then the blunt nose of a plug pressed against me, wider than her fingers, and she seated it with one steady push until the flare popped past and my rim closed on the neck. I hissed. She tapped the base once.

“Keep it. Breathe around it. If it slips, we start the hour over.”

An hour of that. Knees screaming. Plug heavy. Cotton around my thighs. Vivienne walked the length of the mats and back, sometimes close enough that her linen brushed my hip, sometimes across the room where I could only track her by the creak of boards. Bijou’s citrus scent drifted when she turned a page. My dick throbbed against the cage and my hole fluttered around the plug in helpless little grabs. She did not speak for whole stretches. That was the cruelty of it. She gave me nothing to obey and nothing to fail at, only time, and I filled the time by wanting.

“Up,” Vivienne said at last. “Stand. Cotton back in place. Plug stays.”

My legs shook under me. I tugged the provisional panties up over the padlock and the base of the plug. The cotton tented wrong. Obscene. She hooked a finger in the waistband, checked the fit, and nodded once.

“Walk the perimeter. Slow. Count your breaths out loud. If you lose the count, you start at one.”

I walked. One. Two. The plug shifted with every step and sent a dull pressure up into my gut that made my locked cock jump and drip. Three. Four. Salt air came through the open doors. Teak and lube and my own wet musk. Through the door frame I could see the Mirror Board on its post, card twenty-five with my initials still wet on it, five blanks under it in a neat column. Twelve. Thirteen. I lost the count somewhere near thirty because I was reading the blanks instead of breathing, and I started at one again without being told, and Vivienne let the correction stand without a word, which was worse than punishment. By twenty my voice had gone thin. By forty my thighs shook. She let me reach sixty before she pointed back at the mat.

“Same shape.”

Cotton down again. Plug out with a wet tug that made me moan. She replaced it with three slick fingers at once and I opened for them like I had been waiting all morning, which I had. The shame of that sat hot under my ribs. She curled them and found the spot that made my vision blur and my clitty pulse hard against steel.

“There,” she said. “Stay on that. Do not come.”

She worked that place in small, mean circles. My hips jerked. Drool hit the mat under my chin. The smell of sex thickened, my own slick and the lube mixing into something rank and sweet. Bijou crossed her legs. I wanted to look at her and did not dare.

“Ask for what you want,” Vivienne said.

“I want you to unlock me.”

She stopped. Pulled her fingers free. The absence was worse than the stretch.

“Wrong prize,” she said. “Try again tomorrow.”

She wiped her fingers on my inner thigh and left the smear there. Bijou rose, collected the tote, and they walked out into the coral light without another word, leaving me on the mat with my cotton around my knees and my hole twitching on nothing.

I stayed down longer than I had to. That was the part no ballot would ever record. The door stood open, the gravel path lay empty, and nobody was watching me hold the position, and I held it anyway, hips up, forearms flat, listening to my own breath saw in and out around an emptiness she had made and then taken back. Somewhere up the path a woman laughed in a voice loose with silk and certainty. My thigh cooled where her fingers had wiped.

That was day one on the cay.

Day two she said fewer words and left longer gaps between them; day three she said almost nothing at all and made me fill the silence with the house rules, forehead on the mat, until the recitation stopped sounding like rules and started sounding like a prayer I had written myself. Each evening ended the same way, the same question, my same wrong answer, her same two words, and each night I lay in the dormitory cot listening to silk rustle in the bunks around me, counting blanks on a board I could not see from the window. By the third night I had stopped rehearsing arguments for the key and started rehearsing ways to be kept.

Day four. Day twenty-eight on the board. Two cards left after this one.

She did not touch me at all.

That was the whole of it. She had me strip the cotton off completely and fold it on the bench, naked except for the steel, and put me back into the shape I had worn for three days, knees, ass up, forearms flat, and then she sat on the low bench with her ankles crossed and let the morning go by. The jar of lube stayed capped. Bijou sat by the window with the notebook closed on her knee. The only sounds were rope creaking on its hooks and water slapping the pilings under the floor, and my own breath, which I kept even because keeping it even was the only thing left I could offer her.

My body went looking for her anyway. My hole clenched on nothing in a slow, stupid rhythm, hunting a stretch that was not coming. My locked cock hung and dripped clear onto the mat in a steady tick, worse untouched than it had ever been under her hand, because there was no rhythm to ride down from and nothing to blame. The steel warmed to my skin. Sweat ran the length of my spine and pooled at the small of my back. I could smell myself, sour and eager, filling the boathouse for a woman who had not so much as put a fingertip on me.

“Ask,” she said, when the light had moved a foot across the floor.

I opened my mouth for the key. It did not come out. What came out was thinner and much worse.

“Don’t send me back,” I said.

Bijou wrote one line. One. I heard the pen stop.

“Say that again,” Vivienne said.

“Don’t send me back.” My voice cracked on it. “Keep me. However you want me. Locked. Cotton. On the floor. Just keep me.”

“Mine,” she said.

“Yours.”

She let that sit in the warm air for a long moment, and she still did not touch me, and I understood, kneeling there leaking into teak with my thighs shaking and my asshole grasping at nothing, that she had never once given me anything I wanted. She had given me the wanting. It was hers to give and hers to withhold and I had been on my knees for four days learning the difference.

“The key was never the prize,” she said. “You understand that now.”

I did. Pleasure had stopped living in my cock. It lived in the stretch, in the denial, in the shape she put me in and left me in. Asking for the unlock would have been asking for less.

She drew a thin silver chain from the tote. A flat tag hung from it, blank on one side, stamped on the other with a single word I could not read until she turned it toward me.

CONSTANCE.

She fastened it around my throat. The clasp clicked. Permanent enough. The metal sat cool against my pulse.

“Mine,” she said again. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

She hooked one finger under the tag and tugged once, light, claiming. Then she picked the provisional cotton up off the bench and held it out.

“Dress. Plug back in. You wear both to dinner. Silk is still not yours. Cotton is what you earned, and you will be grateful for it at the table in front of every woman who voted.”

I stepped into the panties. She seated a fresh plug with one push and tugged the cotton up over it. The tag rested in the hollow of my throat when I straightened. Bijou opened the boathouse door. Evening air rolled in, salt and grilled fish from the main house and the faint perfume of women already gathering.

Vivienne set her palm flat on my sternum, over the chain.

“Two days,” she said. “Certification or dismissal. You will not ask me for the key again.”

I nodded. The padlock hung heavy under cheap cotton. My hole ached around the plug in a deep, owned throb. The steel was slick inside from a whole morning of leaking with nobody’s hands on me. The collar tag tapped my skin when I swallowed.

She turned toward the path. Bijou followed. I walked after them on bare feet over coral gravel, provisional cotton, locked, tagged, still tasting salt and my own shame on the back of my tongue.

Behind my ribs the old hunger for release had gone quiet. In its place sat a colder want. To keep the steel. To keep the cotton. To keep the ache she had shaped into me by refusing, over and over, to fill it. Two days on the board and there was no question which ending I would crawl toward when she offered me the suit and the ticket and the open door.

I would not take them.

I would ask to stay.


Chapter 10: No Card to Initial

She pushed the guest room door open while the padlock was still in my fingers.

The click finished under her eyes. My suit lay across the white bed where she had set it out at six, wool and cedar and the cologne I used to wear to close rooms, the return ticket tucked under the lapel like a stamp. The cage sat warm and heavy on me again. House cotton bit my hips the same way it had on the pink dock.

“Constance.”

I went to my knees in the doorway. Bare feet on cool tile. No card in my hand. No Mirror Board behind her. Day thirty, and the file was already closed, and I had put myself back in.

She stood over me in a black wrap, hair pinned, key still on the dresser behind me where she had left it when she walked out and shut the door on a free man. I had gotten as far as the tie. The knot would not finish. My hands had stopped. Then the suit came off piece by piece, and the cotton went back on, and the padlock closed with nobody holding the camera and nobody waiting for an initial.

“Say what you came to say,” she said.

“Keep me.” My throat scraped raw around it. “As Constance. No end date. No board. I am asking.”

She looked at the abandoned wool on the bed, then at the cage I had shut on myself, then at my face.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

I nodded once. My dick strained inside the steel and got nowhere. Heat crawled up my belly anyway. Shame sat right on top of it, thick as the cotton. The part of me that still kept a calendar wanted the seaplane. The rest of me stayed on the floor.

She stepped past me into the room, picked her key off the dresser, and crouched. The padlock opened. The cage came away. Air hit skin that had been held for days, and a sound broke out of me that I did not choose.

“Mantra,” she said. “Last time under the old clock.”

I swallowed. “These panties are not mine to refuse. I wear them for her. I thank her before I eat. I am hers for the term.”

“The last line is finished,” she said. “Replace it. Out loud. Yours.”

My pulse hammered in my ears. The empty steel lay on the tile between us. “I am hers with no term left to count.”

She tipped my chin up with two fingers. “Again.”

“I am hers with no term left to count.”

“Good.” She stood. “On the floor. Face down. Knees wide.”

I went. The tile pressed my cheek. Provisional cotton stretched across my ass when I spread. She tugged the waistband down to my thighs and left it there, a white band holding my legs. Cool gel hit me. Her finger pushed in to the knuckle. I clenched and she waited me out, then added a second.

“Breathe,” she said. “You asked. Now you take.”

A third finger. Burn. Stretch. My clitty leaked onto the tile in a thin string. She worked me open with patient turns of her wrist, then came back with a thick black plug, flared base, heavier than the ones from the boathouse. She seated it with one steady push. I gripped the neck of it. Weight sat inside me and would not let me forget.

She stripped the wrap. Under it she already wore the harness, straps snug on her hips, a long dark cock buckled on, thick enough that my gut tightened at the sight of it. She slicked the shaft, knelt behind me, and drew the plug out. Air touched a rim that would not close. Then the head of the strap nudged and shoved and drove in.

I grunted into the floor. Full. Stuffed. The first stroke dragged burn behind it. She set a pace that did not ask. Deep. Hard. The slap of her hips on my ass filled the guest room, wetter every time she bottomed out.

“What are you,” she said.

“Your sissy.” My voice broke on the next thrust. “Your hole. Your Constance.”

“Louder.”

“Your filthy hole. Use me. Keep me.”

She reached under, found me bare, and stroked once, twice, mean and short. I shoved back onto the strap like a slut. The cotton around my thighs rubbed raw. She pinned a wand to the head of my dick and switched it on. Buzz hit the tip and my whole body jumped.

“Hold still,” she said. “You come when I say. You do not stop when you want to.”

She fucked me through the first crest. It ripped out with no warning, cum striping the tile, hips jerking, the wand on, the strap pounding. I tried to crawl forward. Her hand in my hair yanked me back onto the cock.

“One,” she said. “Stay open.”

The wand did not lift. Every nerve turned sharp and ugly. I sobbed into the floor. She kept railing me, long strokes that shoved the air out of my lungs, and the second orgasm slammed through before I had breath back from the first. My dick kicked in her hand. More cum. Thinner. My thighs shook.

“Two. Name yourself.”

“Constance,” I gasped. “Her kept whore. Her caged slut when she wants the cage. Her open hole when she wants this.”

“Better.”

She pulled out. Empty ache. Then her fingers again, four this time, twisting, pushing. My rim burned. She folded her thumb and pressed, and the widest part of her hand dragged the ring of muscle wide. I pushed out the way she had drilled into me in the townhouse and her fist sank in past the knuckles. Full in a way the strap had not been. Stuffed to the wrist. I made a raw sound and drooled on the tile.

She fucked me on her fist in short digs. The wand stayed where it was. A third orgasm tore through with almost nothing left to shoot. I clenched on her hand in hard pulses I could not stop. Past three. Past four. The numbers slid. My head went white and stupid.

Too much. Cannot. More. Her fist. The buzz. Broken.

She worked her hand free. The gape stayed. Cool gel again. Then the strap slammed back in and she rode me wrecked and open without mercy. Thin black leather crossed my vision, silver ring on it. She buckled the collar on my throat mid-stroke, cinched it, and used the ring to haul my head up while she pounded.

“Look at the bed,” she said.

I looked. Suit. Ticket. Cedar. The life I had sworn I wanted back. My dick jumped under the wand and another climax tore me down to dry spasms and a broken cry. Counting gone. Body only.

“Beg for the last one with my hand,” she said. “Plain words.”

“Let me finish on your hand,” I croaked. “Take the wand off. Stroke me. I need it. I need you to keep me after.”

She switched the wand off. The quiet rang in my ears. She pulled the strap free, rolled me onto my back with the collar ring in her fist, and wrapped her slick fingers around my dick. Tight. Exact. She stroked base to tip with the patience she gave her ledgers.

“Ask properly.”

“Keep Constance. No countdown. I stay.”

Her fist worked me. My hips snapped up into her grip. The collar tugged when I arched. She leaned down and spit on the head and used that slick to finish me. It hit deep and dirty and long, cum striping my belly and her knuckles, everything she had opened fluttering on nothing, my throat working against the leather.

I shook on the tile. She kept her hand on me through the aftershocks, then wiped her fingers on my stomach.

“Stay down.”

She stood, unbuckled the harness, and hung it on the chair. I stayed where I was, cotton around my thighs, collar on, cum cooling on my skin, guest room smelling of sex and cedar.

Morning came with salt air through the shutters and no ballot bowl on the sideboard.

She came in with a garment bag that had hung in the closet since before the circle’s party, laid it on the bed beside the abandoned suit, and drew the zipper down. Real girlwear. Silk the color of wet sand. Hose. A soft bralette. Panties that were not house cotton. Tags still on from a shop I had never walked into.

“Commissioned on day one,” she said. “The circle’s not yet was always about what you would have to want. Never about what I needed to hear.”

Bijou arrived at thirty-one, barefoot, hair in a knot, and dressed me for the dock without chatter. Silk slid up my legs. The new panties sat smooth and light where the provisional cotton had scratched. She settled the bralette, smoothed the dress, and clipped a short lead to the collar ring for the walk only.

On the low table in her room waited one page. No countdown printed on it. No numbered cards. I signed Constance where she pointed. She signed under that. The Mirror Board came off the wall while I watched, blank pale paint left behind. The Sunday Inch Ledger stayed where it always sat, tape folded on top of it.

“Monday you fly,” she said. “You keep the desk. The firewall holds. That is why it exists. Cage under the suit. Hose under the trousers. Townhouse dressing room the rest of the week. Sundays here for measure.”

I nodded. Something in my chest let go, a held breath finally allowed out. I had knelt with nothing forcing my knees.

On the dock the seaplane rocked against the piles. Bijou handed me a light coat. She took the lead off and coiled it. Salt wind pressed the silk to my thighs. Behind us the island held the room where I had shut my own padlock and the hallway where I had asked.

She stood with me one minute more.

“Kestrel Cay runs four terms a year,” she said. “I have already been asked about the next one.”

She did not add anything to that. She turned back toward the house.

I boarded with the collar warm on my throat and the new panties smooth under the dress. Monday would put me back at the desk in a pressed suit, hose beneath it, steel I would no longer pretend was temporary. The rest of the week would put me in her dressing room as Constance. The contract on the table had no number left to burn down.

On the low table in the townhouse, when Sunday came, the tailor’s tape lay coiled beside the open ledger, clean page waiting, no month digit written at the top.


THE END
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